4 the...CRUMB + 


for this, Thursday the twelfth of August, 1999 


first off, today's schedule... 


9a.m. lecture Patricia Hampl Little Theater 
“Other People’s Secrets: Privacy, History and the First Person Voice” 

READING PERIOD<--(your sole opportunity... wow those stories are long) 

Bread Loaf Singers meet Little Theater stage 

early lunch (today only) 

all workshops see your packet cover for locations 

guest reading Francine Prose & Little Theater 
Michael S. Harper 

cocktail reception West Lawn 

dinner 

reading Margot Livesey Little Theater 
G.E. Patterson 

reading Contributors Little Theater 


And, um... 


If workshop has you in knots...Pat Schmitter, a Nationally Certified Massage Therapist will 
be here on Monday, Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. Her massage therapy sessions combine 
Swedish massage, foot reflexology and acupressure. An hour session is $50; a half-hour is $30. A 
fifteen minute chair massage is $15. A sign up sheet is posted on the door of the Cornwall Clinic 
(across from the Inn). 


Oh the foliage, the grass, the sky. It’s a little overwhelming, all this beauty, and we aim to overwhelm 
you more. If you'd like a chance to get away (already?) you can sign up for tomorrow’s lunch outing to Texas 
Falls (10am-2pm). You won’t be able to go if you don’t sign up in advance, but then again you can if you do, so 
that’s pretty easy (talk to the brilliant Front Desk folks). Don’t be dismayed if you realize you have workshop 
then—there’ll be another chance next Thursday the 19" and Dr. Crumb will let you know all about it. 


PHOTOS will be taken as follows tomorrow: 
Waiters before lunch (12:30) outside the east end of the dining room 
Staff at 1:45 on the Inn front porch 
Scholars 6:00 \ 
Fellows 6:10———> all on Treman porch 
Faculty 6:20 / 
*remember you have an order form in your information packet 


No foods that begin with “h” and nothing yellow... hmmmm. But seriously, if you have 
special dietary needs, please advise Carol ASAP. 





(PAGE Twe) 


There's this old tradition. ..of cartooning and whatnot for THE CRUMB. (Today’s edition € g . 
was greatly enhanced by this skillful troop: Isabel & Nat Shapiro, Amanda & Maggie Bausch 
and the amazing Norton Girault.) If you like to doodle, draw, cartoon, collect oddities or 


overhear funny things, please contribute to THE CRUMB. There’s a box outside the office just 
waiting for you--& the absolute deadline each day is dinner (earlier, please, if you can). 


Yeah, it's a little nutty here, but just at first. Soon you'll be humming right along like you built the place. 
Really. You'll remember everyone’s name (even that guy in the blue shirt who you keep sitting next to at lunch) 
and the schedule will make utter and complete sense...it will. But maybe not today, because today we are crossing 
those rigid genre lines and all workshop-ing at once, which means wherever your workshop meets, it may not meet 
there again. What on earth is Dr. Crumb getting at? What I mean is, check the front of your packet today for the 
location of today’s workshop. Then, the next time you meet, check it again because it may well be somewhere 
new. That’s all. I can’t tell you anything about the guy in the blue shirt. 


So, how ‘bout dinner and a movie? Well, BODY HEAT (starring William Hurt and 
Kathleen Turner) will be showing on the 2nd floor of the library tomorrow at 5:30. The thing is, 
it’s a longish movie, so if you’re interested in seeing it the kitchen can fix you a boxed dinner. If 
that doesn’t do it for you, the film is also showing Saturday night (during the dance), but if it does, 
then please sign up at the Front Desk so we can get a dinner count. 


Can you carry a tune? Can you mouth really well? Al Hudgins, long-time Director of the 
ever-popular Bread Loaf Singers had this announcement: The Bread Loaf Singers will have an 
organizational meeting today at noon on the stage of the Little Theater. Even if you didn’t fill out a 
form beforehand, you are very welcome. All levels of musical ability are welcome from Bathtub 
Bass to Carnegie Hall Soprano. Director Hudgins assures it’s “low stress with an emphasis on 
fun.” (After today, the Singers will rehearse each day at 12:15 and perform in the Conference’ s 
second week.) 
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| about whether it’s “really a story.”) Leave your bits of brilliance in the 
CRUMB box by the office before dinner on the day the starter sentence 

| VGxe Œ | appears. 

| | Today’s title: Trombidiasis 

| Optional first line: Antoine’s chiggers were the least of our problems. 
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It's not always how old you feel....sometimes, unfortunately, it’s how old your ID says you 
are. Meaning social staff has to ask that anyone who looks 25 or under please bring your ID to 
this afternoon’s cocktail reception (on the West Lawn at 5:30) and have it ready. They’ll be very 
grateful for your cooperation in making the whole thing a quick and painless process. 
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So, who just got here? Please welcome poet Michael S. Harper, novelist Patrick Kavanagh, 
Director and Publisher of Graywolf Press Fiona McCrae, novelist and essayist Francine Prose, and 
poet Tom Sleigh. 


Which brings us to the Little Theater...where you’ll spend a lot of time in the next 10 days. In 
addition to lectures and presentations, the Little Theater in all of its wooden-seated glory is the site for 
reading upon reading (and do we mean reading!) Today special guests Francine Prose and Michael S. 
Harper start us off. After dinner, fellow G.E. Patterson and faculty member Margot Livesey will hold forth 
an then, while the brisk Vermont air makes you proud you packed that polar fleece, (but the night is still 
young) an assortment of Scholars, Contributors and Staff will read from their work. 


Here’s a little taste... 


from The Missing World 
by Margot Livesey 





They were quarreling on the phone when it happened, although any eavesdropper might 
easily have failed to detect the fury that lay behind their pragmatic sentences. “I don’t see why 
you need to bother Mr. Craig,” Hazel said, “about a leak in your study.” 

“But my hunch, “ said Jonathan, “is that the water’s getting in through her roof as well as 
ours. No use fixing one without the other.” He was standing beside the window, tugging at the 
dusty leaves of the indomitable cheese plant. Since Hazel’s flight the other plants had, one by one, 
succumbed to his lack of care and now sat, brown and desiccated, on windowsills and tables. 


from “Yard Talk: Hard Love” 
by G.E. Patterson 


Don’t be killing no chickens up in my crib 
the man says as he hands over the keys 
to his apartment in N.E. D.C. 


Hard to tell if he’s playing so I front 
Too late man too late chicken killing’s set 
for Tuesday Don’t think I can change it blood 
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Morsel miraculous and meaningless 


Secret on luminous whose selves and lives 
Imperishably feast all timeless souls 


(the not whose spiral hunger may appease 
what merely riches of our pretty world 
sweetly who flourishes, swiftly which fails 


but out of serene perfectly Nothing hurled 
into young Now entirely arrives 
gesture past fragrant:a than pure 


more signalling of singular most flame 
and surely poets only understands) 
honour this loneliness of even him 


who fears and eyes lifts lifting hopes and hands 
—nourish my failure with thy freedom:star 
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Friday, August 13 (!!!), 1999 


TODAY’S SCHEDULE... ns 


vo 
9a.m. lecture: Bharati Mukherjee Little Theater 
“The American Writer as ‘Rooted Cosmopolite’” (<-----description posted outside office) 
llam depart Texas Falls Outing front steps of the Inn 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: check front of your packet 


Poetry & Nonfiction 
10:10-11:10 Tips on Public Reading Patrick Kavanagh on f Little Theater 
12:15 rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
Ip.m. lunch 


2:30-3:30p.m. craft classes see below for locations 

4:15 reading Jane Shore & Little Theater 
Michael Lowenthal 

5:30 reading Contributors Little Theater 

5:30 film “Body Heat” (1" showing) 2™ floor of library 

6:30 dinner 

8:15 reading Clark Blaise LD Little Theater 
Jhumpa Lahiri 

9:30 Coffee & dessert reception Barn 

ef film “Utz” (1" showing) : 2™ floor of library 
10:15 reading Contributors Little Theater 
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Stuff tolstart, you oth... 


EVERYTHING YOU EVER WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT PUBLISHING—you may learn it 
here...On Saturday from 11:20-12:20 Martha Rhodes will offer an overview of poetry publishing, 
and from 2 to 3, Janet Silver will offer an overview of prose publishing. We ask that all those who 
are signed up for meetings with agents or editors attend an overview. You’! find your 
meetings are much more fruitful if basic questions are already answered. 








SEX AT THE PODIUM...that’s the real title of ex-fellow and novelist Patrick Kavanagh’s “Tips 
on Public Reading.” (And as last year’s Conferncees will tell you, he’s goooood....) 





THE BATTLE HAS BEGUN. The war between the night owls and the early birds is on and it’s 
all about the squawking, really. We’re all on this mountain together, folks, and it can be a long 10 
days if you can’t sleep, so please—if you’re hanging out and chatting (or whatever) after 11—head 
to the Barn where you won’t wake the folks who actually make it to breakfast. That goes along 
with walking softly, closing doors in a considerate manner and all the other stuff your mom would 
be proud to see you do. Have fun, but be nice about it, eh? 


PHOTOS* will be taken as follows today: 

Waiters before lunch (12:30) outside the east end of the dining room 
Staff at 1:45 on the Inn front porch 

Scholars 6:00 \ 

Fellows 6:10———> all on Treman porch 

Faculty 6:200 

*remember you have an order form in your information packet 
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SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE? Sarah Heekin Redfield, Director, Fiction Division of the 


Heekin Foundation; Janet Silver, Editor-in-Chief of Houghton Mifflin; and Carol Houck Smith, 
Editor-at-Large, W.W. Norton; Martha Rhodes, Editor and Publisher, Four Way Books. 


POPCORN? No, but movies...on the second floor of the library: at 5:30pm BODY HEAT starring 
William Hurt and Kathleen Turner; at 9:45pm UTZ based on the Bruce Chatwin novel. You must 
sign up for BODY HEAT by noon so that we can get you a box dinner. (It’s a long movie...) 





DOES YOUR VOICE HANG LOW? Because the Bread Loaf Singers need more basses and 
tenors....and also an accompanist. 


> (HAPPY 20 BIRTHDAY KRISTINA...) 


KISS YOUR CAR GOODBYE... That one you parked on Route 125? They’ll tow it. Seriously. 
(What a pain...) You know that broad stretch of asphalt in front of the Barn? The one with all the 
vehicles? That is an amazing place to park. Really top notch. Plenty of famous writers have parked 
there—it’s teeming with good car-ma, and doesn’t your vehicle deserve such treats? 


WANNA SHAKE IT? If you’d like to take a belly dancing workshop (date and time to be 
announced), please sign up on the bulletin board and the workshop will be scheduled if enough 
folks are interested. 


HELP SHIRLEY HIKE! Shirley Keran is here from Washington state (without a car) and wants to 
get up to the Green mountains for a 7am to 2pm hike on Monday the 16™. She’d like a 


knowledgeable guide and/or a willing accomplice. Anyone interested can leave her a note in box 
2366. 





There will be a CRAMP RACE on Sunday at 10am...(more to come)... 


WHERE ARE TODAY'S CRAFTY CRAFT CLASSES? riction:Chang-Barn 1; Doenges-Barn 
3; Livesey-Barn 3; Pietrzyk-Barn 4; porrry:Arnold-Barn 5; Sleigh-Barn 6; Wyrebek-Barn West 


THE INCREDIBLY SHORT STORY CONTEST deadline has been extended....to Saturday at lunch. 
Write an incredibly short story (5-6 lines) and get published in the CRUMB, plus win fabulous 


\ prizes... Title: Trombidiasis; Optional first line: Antoine's chiggers were the least of our problems 





. CRUMB ASKS THE MAGIC 8 BALL FOR YOU...Today’s Q & A: 


NONTON (AAVUE. 


Q: Did Nicholas Delbanco carve his own name into the (downstairs Inn) Women’s bathroom? 
A: Concentrate and ask again. 


THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION. ..of cartooning and 
whatnot for THE CRUMB. (Today’s edition was greatly 
enhanced by Emma Norman, and talented veteran Norton 
Girault.) If you like to doodle, draw, cartoon, collect oddities or 
overhear funny things, please contribute to THE CRUMB. 


OVERHEARD AT LUNCH: “Don’t do that again. I don’t want to reach my hand down there for 
you anymore.” 


OVERHEARD IN WORKSHOP: “I find I welcome all the words rather sluttishly, look at them 
and say ‘Come on in, all of you.’” 


Lifting Fingerprints 


If you want to find out whose greasy fingerprint is 
on the silverware, here’s how. 


You need: a sowp spoon with a fresh greasy 
fingerprint; talcum powder; a small 
paintbrush; sticky tape; a piece of 
black paper; magnifying glass; your 
fingerprint file (see page 30). 





The Trick: : 

Try this on yourself first. Put a little grease on 
your thumb, then press it on the bow! of the spoon. 

Sprinkle talcum powder lightly over the finger- 
print. Gently brush the powder so that it sticks to the 
fingerprint. Blow away any extra powder. 

Carefully press a piece of sticky tape over the 
fingerprint. Rub over the surface of the tape gently 
so the powder will stick to it. Lift the tape and stick it 
down on the black paper. Match the fingerprint with 
one of those in your file box. - 


The Science: 

Talcum powder sticks to the fingerprint while it is 
fresh. A fresh non-greasy fingerprint is practically 
all water and it dries out fast. The FBI uses iodine 
vapor to develop fingerprints left at the scene of a 
crime. But they too must act quickly and carefully. 
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& here's a little taste of today’s readings... 


from the title poem in Happy Family 
by Jane Shore 


In Chinatown, we order Happy Family, 
the Specialty of the House. 

The table set; red paper placemats 
inscribed with the Chinese zodiac. 

My husband’s an ox; my daughter’s 

a dragon, hungry and cranky; I’m a pig. 
The stars will tell us whether 

we at this table are compatible. 


from “Avoidance” 
by Michael Lowenthal 


If I owned a videotape of that inaugural encounter and could freeze-frame it by instant, 
would I find anything to foretell the summer’s trouble? I can’t believe I would. Charlie barely 
noticed Max: a brief laying of hands, a pat cliché. There was no indication of greater interest. 

But truth be told, my own interest hadn’t bloomed yet either. I was still engrossed in crisis 
management. And so, knowing nothing of the tumult of the coming weeks, knowing nothing 
besides the fact of an injured boy, I sallied forth into the mine field that was our future. 
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from I Had a Father La 
by Clark Blaise | er 


I’m thirteen years old, in our first year in Pittsburgh. Down on Liberty Avenue, in a 
coffeehouse, I sit with a young, very nervous Italian girl, my father’s secretary at Rosenbaum’s. 
She has lustrous olive skin and a full bosom, a blouse with frills down the front accentuates it. Her 
bright lipstick and bright earrings make her pretty in a villagy sort of way. It’s like a date, I think, 
though I’m still four years from my first date, which will be in college. She is on a date. 

She’s smoking; that’s very sexy. Fine hairs on her upper lip, heavier hair, like an outline, 
running up her arms. Unbearably sexy. We’re touching here on powerful themes. 

“Lee said you collect stamps, “ she says, and I’m about to answer, “British American 
only—“ in my stupid, too helpful way, when she pushes a mounted Vatican panel of—what 
else? famous pope stamps. Ornate, a little tedious. 

“I thought since you’re Catholic too...,” she stubs out the cigarette. I don’t deny it. 


From the title story of Interpreter of Maladies 
by Jhumpa Lahiri 





They were on their way to see the Sun Temple at Konarak. It was a dry, bright Saturday, 
the mid-July heat tempered by a steady ocean breeze, ideal weather for sightseeing. Ordinarily Mr. 
Kapasi would not have stopped so soon along the way, but less than five minutes after he’d picked 
up the family that morning in front of Hotel Sandy Villa, the little girl had complained. The first 
thing Mr. Kapasi had noticed when he saw Mr. and Mrs. Das, standing with their children under 
the portico of the hotel, was that they were very young, perhaps not even thirty. In addition to Tina 
they had two boys, Ronny and Bobby, who appeared very close in age and had teeth covered in a 


network of flashing silver wires. 
Y 
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Saturday the 14th, 1999 
(shake it) 
today's schedule... 


9am lecture: Ellen Bryant Voigt Little Theater 
“Pattern and Variations” 
9-10am_ presentation Sarah Heekin Redfield Barn West 
re: Heekin Foundation Fellowships & $$ for writing 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: Fiction check front of your packet 
10:10-11:10 presentation Sarah Heekin Redfield Little Theater 
re: Heekin Foundation Fellowships & $$ for writing 
11:20-12:20 publishing presentation Martha Rhodes Little Theater 
Four Way Books (poetry) 
IZS rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. lunch 
2pm publishing presentation Janet Silver Little Theater 
Houghton Mifflin (prose publishing) 
Tips on Public Reading Patrick Kavanagh Barn West 
reading Howard Norman & Little Theater 
Reetika Vazirani & 
Leslie Pietrzyk 
special John Claggett (historical fiction) Barn 1 
presentation Fiona McCrae (Graywolf Press Barn West 
& Nonprofit publication) 
film Utz (2™ showing) 2™ floor of Library 
dinner 
reading Alan Shapiro Little Theater 
Daniel Wallace 
DANCE Barn 


FILM Body Heat (2™ showing) Little Theater 
BOARD GAMES Blue Parlor (BYOB) 


Ah yes... 


YOU MAY WANT TO GIVE THOSE ADIRONDACK CHAIRS A BREAK...because Utz will 
be shown again today at 5:30pm on the second floor of the library and Body Heat will be shown 
again tonight at 9:45pm in the Little Theater. Sunday morning at 10am on the 2” floor of the 
library, there will be a panel on screenwriting with C.E. Poverman, Howard Norman, Theresa 
Connelly, Don Mitchell, and Ted Perry. Two of the films to be discussed are Utz, based on a Bruce 
Chatwin novel, and Body Heat, based loosely on the James M. Cain novel, Double Indemnity. 








MOOLAH FOR WRITERS: need some? You probably want to attend one of the Heekin 
Foundation’s presentations today, given by Fiction Division Director, Sarah Heekin Redfield. 


(See schedule above for times and locations). 
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MORE SEX AT THE PODIUM?...if you’re lucky...because that’s the real title of ex-fellow and 


novelist Patrick Kavanagh’s “Tips on Public Reading.” (And as last year’s Conferencees (and 
yesterday’s attendees) will tell you, he’s goooood....) 


CRAMP RACE. On Sunday morning you can run off the effects of tonight’s bootie-shaking, or 
even walk them off and there are prizes galore in all categories (Male, Female, Walker). The 
distance is 2.8 miles (roughly) and participants are asked to assemble on the front porch of the Inn 
at 9:45am. 





EVEN YET STILL MORE READINGS in the Little Theater. It’s true. We’ve added a 
Contributor Reading (since the others filled up so quickly) on Monday, August 16, at 5:30pm. 
Which brings us to this next little matter: 


BREVITY. Four minutes is hard, we know, but that’s the deal. If you’re going over four minutes, 
Little Theater Wizards, Ian Pounds and Gary “Naked Man on Campus” Hawkins, will dim the 
lights (Sorry to readers yesterday who were our guinea pigs for this method of time management), 
& then flash them. We don’t wish to irritate or embarrass, but keeping to the time limit will help 
the readings run smoothly & keep the audience from scooting out on the last few folks. 


HOLY INGENUITY BATMAN! Ellen Bryant Voigt’s most recent book is not yet available. If 
you plan to buy a copy after the Loaf, Ellen will signa bookplate which you can then paste in your 
copy (thus rendering it “signed’”). The bookplate is available at the bookstore. & BY THE WAY 
for those who have made inquiries about (or requested) M. Wyrebek’s book, there’s good news: 
books are on the way. Stay tuned for more info on Properly Scared. 


SPEAKING OF SCARED>>>>>DR. CRUMB ASKS THE MAGIC 8-BALL FOR YOU: 
Q: Should we worry about “Bread Witch Boy” Dubow’s safety camping in the woods tonight? 
A: My sources say No. 








“BREAD WITCH BOY"--? Yes. Have you seen the movie? Certainly you’ ve heard about it. 
Well, someone, that is to say, some scholar is camping in the woods behind the field across from 
the Inn. Rumor has it that his tent is 20 yards in and 60 yards to the left of the trail. (That is if you 


have any bundles of sticks you need to drop off or anything. ) aA 


OOPS! We inadvertently omitted Bread Loaf Scholar in Poetry, Christina Davis’ bio from your 
packet: Christina Davis was born in Long Branch, New Jersey, in 1971. She has received degrees 
from the University of Pennsylvania and Oxford University, and her poetry has appeared or is 
forthcoming in Boston Review, Paris Review, Verse, and Stand. Christina currently works at the 
Poetry Society of America and recently had the honor of attending Yaddo. 
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THIS MIGHT MAKE ALL THE DIFFERENCE: There will be a picnic at Frost cabin at lpm 
on Sunday. See tomorrow’s CRUMB for transportation info. That’s where lunch will take place, 
not in our charming dining room. Should you find yourself confused even after reading Sunday’s 
CRUMB (as if!) query at the Front Desk. 


22-56-13 HIKE! Anyone interested? Jim Reichert has been hiking the woods here for over 30 
years and invites anyone to join him for an early morning hike (6a.m.—he’s not kidding!) If 
you're interested just leave a message in his box saying you’ll meet him in front of the Inn (& 
which day). He says he’ll show you the trails less traveled... 


YEAH, OK, SOMETIMES WE'RE A LITTLE REPETITIVE HERE ON THE 


MOUNTAIN...FROM OUR DEPARTMENT OF REDUNDANCY DEPARTMENT. For 
those of you who have meetings scheduled with agents and editors it is absolutely vital that you 
attend one of the following two seminars: Janet Silver of Houghton Mifflin (fiction/nonfiction) 
and Martha Rhodes of Four Way Books (poetry) will give overviews of the publishing industry 
(in the parenthesized genre) in the Little Theater on Saturday FROM 11:20-12:20. The schedule is 
structured so that this overview will help prepare you for your subsequent meetings. Please attend! 
Otherwise the incoming agents and editors may be immersed in a sea of repetition, again and again, 
besieged by the same haunting questions they answered before—and that couldn’t possibly be a 
pick-me-up. 


AGENT/EDITOR ETIQUETTE. ..Editors and Agents may want you to tell them about your 
manuscript—and you are welcome to bring it with you to your individual meeting—but you should 
not expect them to carry it away. If you are interested, they will invite you to send it to their office. 
In other words: they really hate being ambushed. 


HOW DO WE FIND YOU PEOPLE? If you noticed typos/mistakes in the address list, please 
tell the office immediately. They will accept corrections (print clearly or type) until Tuesday at 
6p.m. An addenda will be printed and distributed to everyone’s mailbox by Friday. 


OK. SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...Today’s arrivals are C. Dale Young, Poetry Editor of New 
England Review and Miriam Altshuler, literary agent. 


ADVT: WHAT'S STEVE GOT TO DO WITH IT? WHAT'S STEVE BUT A SECOND HAND 
EMOTION? Are you a Steve? Would you like to be? Newly formed cabal of Steve seeks 4" for sleepless 
nights, medical research, and other Steve-related activities. Because what’s more fun than a barrel of Steve?(wait, 
don’t answer that) Interested? Meet Steve, Steve and Steve on the bench in front of the Inn at 2pm sharp today. 
(No Stefans need apply. “Be with the V.”) e— SIDE WAY 6 


Avtue k h Nat Sapro, oam Masek Saas 





THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION... yadda yadda yadda 
for THE CRUMB. (Thanks today for Mimi Bain’s masthead, Daniel 
Wallace’s Loaf Kitty, C.M. Luyken’s Bag Fellow and Nils Johnson’s Little 
Theater view) If you like to dribble, drawl, cartoon, collect oddities or 
overhear funny things, please contribute to THE CRUMB. 


NOW, DR. CRUMB LOVES YOU ALL... but this whole deadline thing is 
sort of real—as in stuff for the next day’s CRUMB should be in before 


dinner unless you have made some sort of formal arrangements. AND that 
brings us to this little matter: the CRUMB will not publish random poetry or 


fiction, really, because there are 300 people here & all (sorry!) BUT that 
whole Trombidiasis contest (definition: condition of being infested by 
chiggers, people) needs all entries by NOOOOOOON today!!! 
(Publication, fantastic prizes and fabulosity beyond your wildest dreams.) 
(I’m serious.) 


IT'S A NEW ELECTRONIC WORLD...and you might be publishing in it—if so, there’s a 
meeting for e-zine editors and others interested in the new world of online publishing at the Apple 
Cellar on Sunday at 11:00am. For more info contact David Weinstock (box 2301) or email 
dweinsto @panther.middlebury.edu. 














OVERHEARD DURING THE WAITER PHOTO: “I’ve been doing too much kneeling at night 
to be kneeling during the day.” 


OVERHEARD AT LUNCH: “A famous writer told me you’ve got to write like going to the 
bathroom: every day, get up a routine. My trouble is I’ve got irritable bowel syndrome.” 


& here's a little taste of today’s readings... ; x A 


from The Haunting of L. 
by Howard Norman 





Sitting in bed with my employer’s wife, Kala Murie, the world seemed in perfect order. Immediately next, 
it was natural to my character to feel a jolt of unease. It occurred to me that, hidden deep inside a sense of the world 
in perfect order, is the fear that the worst is on its way. 

In the middle of the night, March 1, 1927, the world in perfect order—me room, at least. I was living in 
Room 28 on the op floor of Haliburton House Inn on Morris Street, in Halifax, Nova Scotia. The headline of that 
morning’s Chronicle-Herald read, “Temperature Drops to Coldest in 100 Years.” On page 15, a brief article 
announced, “Expert to Lecture On Spirit-Photographs.” The expert was Kala Murie. Kala and her husband, Vienna 
Linn, occupied Room 5 in the Haliburton House Inn annex. Vienna was a photographer. I was his assistant. He 
had persuaded the proprietor, Mrs. Sorrel, to let him use one of the pantries directly off the kitchen as a darkroom at 
ten dollars a month. E 


from “Mrs. Biswas Gives Advice to a Granddaughter” 
by Reetika Vazirani 


What did I learn in Loretto College? 
Plenty. Bible and economy, 
Botany, arts, and culture. 

Book knowledge was advisable. 

(Do not throw yourself under 

The wheels of Jagantha— 

The English call it Juggernaut, 

But what is that to me?) 





TAGE OU NBT an 


We were at my great-grandmother’s house because she was surprised my mother had never learned how to 
make pierogi, Polish dumplings. “There’s no secret,” my great-grandmother said as she opened and closed kitchen 
cupboards, barely glancing in them to set her hands on exactly what she wanted. “Don’t all the time be looking first 
for shortcuts.” I loved how she talked, her thick words like blocks stacking into a story. 

“There must be a secret,” my mother said. “Some special trick you can show me.” 

“No, “ my great-grandmother said. “No secrets. Everything is here in front of you. Just watch. That’s the 
secret, for you who must have one. Watch and listen.” 

My mother tied an apron around her waist. “I’m watching, “ she said. But I saw her face turn to the 
window. She didn’t care that she’d never made pierogi. 


from Pears on a Willow Tree 
by Leslie Pietrzyk 











“Scree” 
by Alan Shapiro 


Long scree of pill bottles 

spilling over the tipped brim 
of the wicker basket, fifty or more, 

a hundred, 


your name on every one and under 
your name the brusque rune of instructions— - 
which ones to take, how many, and often, = 
on what days, 


with or without food, before or 
after eating, impossible 

toward the end to keep them all straight, 
not even 


with your charts, your calendars, the bottles te 
ranged in sequence along the kitchen “WHR x 

counter—you always so (ak AS 
efficient... ea 


ANAS 


from “His Legendary Legs” in Big Fish Ni \ 
by Daniel Wallace Spellbound -Nils Schnson 


He was so fast it was said he could arrive in a place before setting out to get there. It was not running so much as it 
was flight, his legs seeming never to touch the ground but move across a current of air. He never asked to race but 
many asked to race him, and though he tried to dissuade them, a young man’s taunts and jibes are not easily 
sustained. He would end up, invariably, removing his shoes—for he never ran in his shoes—and waiting for his 
eager counterpart to get ready. Then they were off—or rather, it was over, for there was never any race to speak of. 
Before the young man who wished so to test his skills against those of my father had even left the starting line, he 
viewed at the finish the dim figure of the man he had hoped to beat. 


FROM THAT SANE 
[063 PAREREA 
ANTHOLOGY oF BREAD bae nae ee 
SjToeies Tuar MY FUEND I 
PNATHAN POUND SomEWITEle 


<F-UNNDS DE WISCONSIN... You plan to go to the Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference this 
IE Cee ene at summer and you ask me a hundred questions about the place 


and end by wondering if you are doing the right thing. By the 
right thing I suppose you mean the thing that will help you 
find yourself as a writer. I can only tell you that it was the 
right thing for a great many of the authors you admire today, 
and it can be the right thing for you if you resist the tempta- 
tion to demand miracles. 


LETTERS TO A YOUNG WRITER 





a little trombidiasist rag 
Sunday, August 15, 1999 


today's schedule... 


9:45am CRAMP RACE organized by Jen Calder front porch of the Inn 
10:00 Film Discussion screenwriting 2" floor lib 
llam meeting online publishing Apple Cellar 
IZS rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
12:30< (depart for picnic at Frost Cabin. It’s a bit of a walk & all) 
1pm. unless the weather is crumb-y {see below) 
4:15pm reading Contributors Little Theater 
6:30 dinner 
8:15 reading Thomas Mallon Little Theater 
Edward Hirsch 
Patricia Hampl 


10:30pm music jam thing w/ David Bain Barn 


it to me... 


I PREFER WOOD PANELING...This morning at 10am, on the second floor of the library the 
topic of screenwriting will be bantered about by a panel featuring C.E. Poverman, Howard Norman, 
Theresa Connelly, Don Mitchell, and Ted Perry. 


CRAMP RACE this morning you can run off the effects of last night’s bootie-shaking, or even 
walk it off and there are prizes galore in all categories (Male, Female, Walker). The distance is 
2.8 miles (roughly) and participants are asked to assemble on the front porch of the Inn at 
9:45am. 


FRIEND OF BILL? 12-steppers, there’s an Open Meeting every morning at 7am in Barn classroom #6. 


CALEDONIA! David Bain will be sitting in darkness at the piano tonight in the Barn—after the 

readings. Guitars, harmonicas, reed instruments, kazoos, washtubs, and ukeleles welcome. “Silly 
old R&B and rock will be the usual fare.” Those of you planning on gathering for the “amateur 
musician jam session” should join in— 


ATAO 


td 6O> 
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THE ROAD WE'RE TAKIN... There will be a picnic at Frost cabin at 1pm today. That’s where 
lunch will take place, not in our charming dining room. But how do I get there? you may be asking. 
It’s easy. Walk down 125 toward town, on the SECOND dirt road, make a right (before the rest 
area) and then continue on that road up the hill. For those who need or would like a ride there will 
be a van running to and fro from about 12:30-1:15pm. Just sit on the front porch and wait. As to 
driving...No cars are allowed up that second dirt road. You may drive there and park at the rest area 
but not beyond. You can even sit and eat with your favorite waiter! Whoohoo. 


UNLESS... the weather is a soppy mess. In which case we’ll be letting you know by leaving a big 
fat note at the Front Desk and there will be an alternative plan (eat here). 


IT’S A NEW ELECTRONIC WORLD...and you might be publishing in it—if so, there’s a 
meeting for e-zine editors and others interested in the new world of online publishing at the Apple 
Cellar on today at 11:00am. For more info contact David Weinstock (box 2301) or email 
dweinsto @panther.middlebury.edu. 








ADD THIS TO YOUR LIST: Monday Amy Holman will give two presentations about 
publishing. If you’ve signed up for a meeting with her, you MUST attend the presentation in your 
genre. Also, Amy Holman asks that you please bring a small sample of your work and the name 
of 2 published writers whose work is something like your own. 


DRUMROLL PLEASE..we have a winner of the Incredibly Short Story Contest!! 
By the very talented Anna Kodama (see Dr. Crumb for your prize) 


“Trombidiasis” 
Antoine’s chiggers were the least of our problems. There 
was the salve Ricky Funkner swore would stop the itch. And 
the insulted look Laura cast when we asked her to step over 
the rise while we applied the stuff. And then the musky 
sweet stink that drew the yellow jackets. Yes, the chiggers 
were the least of our problems, but they sure as hell started 
something. 


HOLY! “Last night a good time could be heard by many until 2am—help!” So goes the opening 
CRUMB note of the day. Remember, folks, those conversations you have on porches and such can 
be heard by the early-to-bed in their 2’ or 3" floor rooms. To be considerate, after 11 please head 
for the Barn and revel there with ease and abandon. Thanks. 





BE TOUCHED BY A PROFESSIONAL ...Pat Schmitter, a Nationally Certified Massage 
Therapist will be here on Monday, Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. Her massage therapy 
sessions combine Swedish massage, foot reflexology and accupressure. Slots are filling fast, so 
sign now at the Cornwall Clinic. An hour session is $50; a half-hour is $30. A fifteen minute chair 
massage is $15. 


YEAH, OK, WE'RE A LITTLE REPETITIVE HERE ON THE MOUNTAIN...FROM 
OUR DEPARTMENT OF REDUNDANCY DEPARTMENT AGAIN.. 


AGENT/EDITOR ETIQUETTE. ..Editors and Agents may want you to tell them about your 
manuscript—and you are welcome to bring it with you to your individual meeting—but you 
should not expect them to carry it away. If you are interested, they will invite you to send it to 


their office. In other words: they really hate being ambushed. 





SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...novelist Shirley Hazzard and Amy Holman, of Poets & 
Writers, arrive today. 


**HEY: NO VAN TO MIDDLEBURY TODAY. 


OVERHEARD IN WORKSHOP: 


*T’d start with the bang-bang.” 


OVERHEARD IN WORKSHOP: 
”That was kind of an upchuck of endearment.” 


THERE REALLY IS THIS OLD 


TRADITION...yadda yadda yadda for 
THE CRUMB. (Thanks to Nils Johnson, 
Peter Newton, Mimi Bain and Emma 
Norman) If you like to dribble, drawl, 
cartoon, collect oddities or overhear funny 
things, please contribute to THE CRUMB. 


FOR THOSE OF YOU UNABLE TO DO “THE STEVE” AT LAST NIGHT'S DANCE... 
there will be a workshop on channeling your Inner Steve on the front steps of the Inn at 2:30pm. 
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Foule— 


& here’s a little taste of today’s readings... 


from Aurora 7 (1991) 
by Thomas Mallon 


He hadn’t intended to reunite the boy and his father. He had intended for some weeks to send one 
of His field’s lillies, this one of His sparrows, whom His eye is always on, to his death, under the 
wheels of Checker cab number 7D22, just as He had planned to let Carpenter skip off the earth’s 
atmosphere and keep orbiting until he suffocated. But His moods change....’’Mercy” is not a 
word expounded by the Baltimore Catechism, and as such is not an idea that Gregory Noonan ever 
pondered before falling asleep and into his dreams tonight. But he did say his prayers before going 
to bed, and he did make the customary petition that God’s will be done on earth as it is in heaven. 


from “Marina Tsvetaeva’”’ 
by Edward Hirsch 


There are moments in writing like love 

when you suddenly set fire to the house 

and push your friend from the mountaintop. 
They are sublime feelings—the mountaintop 
of experience—when you torch the house 
and obey the innermost dictates of love. 


from “What She Couldn’t Tell” 
by Patricia Hampl 


Everything about Mrs. Beranck—the elaborate subterfuge of her hospitality, the aan 
anes of her watchful brown eyes—should have told me she harbored a secret. But I was 
incapable of recognizing a secret of her kind. I was almost thirty when I met her, and I had piled up 
a number of romantic injuries which preoccupied me. They were my only experience of drama and 
dislocation. These, I thought, were secrets: shameful romantic stories that could be told—but 
WEEN once 


PRED IIR EI GRIT OI 


MARK RICHARD in Bomb 
I think it’s okay for young writers to be word-drunk and to be in love with the sound. I was word-drunk and I 
loved playing with sounds, but eventually you have to tell the story. Otherwise it’s just beautiful noise without 
a tune. 





The 100% 


today's schedule... 


9am 


All-Natural, 


Pro Loaf-Kitty 


Monday, August 16, 1999 


lecture 


“Passion and the Nonfiction Subject” 


10:10-12:10 


10:10-11:10 
12:15 

lpm. 
2:30-3:30p.m. 
4:15pm 
*5:30pm 


Workshops: 

Poetry & Nonfiction 
presentation 

rehearsal 

lunch 

craft classes in all genres 
guest reading 

added reading 


50 New England Review 


6:30 
7:30 
8:15 


9:30 
10:15 


Baby, let me tell ya... 


presentation 
dinner 


Clark Blaise 


Amy Holman on fiction 
Bread Loaf Singers 


Shirley Hazzard 
Contributors 
Jodee Rubins & 
C.D. Young 


sign up for Merrill hike posted 


reading 


coffee & dessert 
reading 


Bharati Mukherjee 
Craig Arnold 


the amazing WAITERS 


Paper 


Little Theater 
check front of your packet 


Little Theater 
Little Theater stage 


(see below for locations) 
Little Theater 
Little Theater 
Barn West 


Front Desk 
Little Theater 


Bam 
Little Theater 


ADD THIS TO YOUR LIST: Today Amy Holman will give two presentations about publishing. If 
you’ve signed up for a meeting with her, you MUST attend the presentation in your genre. Also, Amy 
Holman asks that you please bring a small sample of your work and the name of 2 published writers 
whose work is something like your own. 





A LITTLE MORE TO THE LEFT ...Pat Schmitter, a Nationally Certified Massage Therapist will be 
here today, Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. Her massage therapy sessions combine Swedish 
massage, foot reflexology and acupressure. Slots are filling fast, so sign now at the Cornwall Clinic. 

An hour session is $50; a half-hour is $30. A fifteen minute chair massage is $15. 


CRAFTY CRAFTY CRAFT CLASSES: fiction: Barrett-Barn 1; Bausch-Barn 2; Egan=Barn 4; Gillison- 
Barn 3. Poetry: Collier-Barn 5; Forhan-Barn 6. Non-fiction: Fremont-Barn West. 


YOU OUGHT TO BE IN PICTURES... and you ought to get them when you are. Folks who want to 
order a group (workshop) photo should do so by 11am today. The form says 9am, but Ed has promised 
not to call his lab until 1lam. Click. 





read UN. 
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A LITTLE FRESH AIR MIGHT DO YA GOOD...get out, walk around a little. Maybe even learn something. 
Here’s an opportunity to do all that and more: Christopher Merrill (you can investigate his bio in your packets...) 
will lead two hike/writing things in the next few days. The first is tomorrow (“Poetry & Nature”), the second 
is on Wednesday (“Prose & Nature”), and both will be mildly strenuous (physically) and involve writing 
excercises. These are amazing opportunities (you can read much better, more articulate descriptions of the hikes in 
your Blue Parlor packet, I’m telling you) and there’s only space for 15 people each time. So. So here’s the 
deal. A sign-up for tomorrow’s hike is at the Front Desk waiting for you right now. A sign-up for the prose 
hike will appear (as if by magic) at the front desk after tonight’s tasty dinner. We will take a waiting list (which 
means that if you get a spot and then change your mind and don’t want to go, you should let the Front Desk folks 
know as soon as possible) and you should plan to bring a pen, paper, and binoculars if you have them. The hikes 
will leave from the front of the Inn at 9:30pm and will include a boxed lunch. 


FOR BETTER DEFENSE IN WORKSHOP... get trained in the martial arts tonight. Forms, slow- 
sparring, technique exchange, whatever you want. Gather on the front porch of the Inn at 5:30 if you’re 
interested. (Actual training location will depend on the weather.) 


I ONLY RUN WHEN CHASED But some of you nuts were up and charging off even after a big night of 
revelry. Winners of the 1999 2.8 mile WRITER’S CRAMP Footrace were: Ist place (for the second year 
in a row)... Women’s- Kellie Tabor (time of 21:57). In the Walker’s Division: the Amazing Lyle Glazier. 
In the Men’s divsision, Mike Kautz set a new course record with a blistering 16:47. Hugh Coyle was 
second (for the second year in a row) in 19:22 and Peter Newton was third in 20:27. Other men who were 
up and running this hilly course: Ed Brown (pushing Dillon in a stroller), Brian Nelson, Bill Rudolph (who 
took a wrong turn and ran an extra quarter mile), and Herm Beavers. 


THE WAITERS ROCK, and tonight they'll show you why they're really here. Definitely worth 
staying up. 


DR. CRUMB ASKS THE MAGIC 8-BALL* FOR YOU: 
Q: Are the bronzed planter-overalls in the lobby of the Inn housing an elaborate microphone and recording 
device, to capture nearby conversations dissecting the social nuances one finds in a large gathering of 
people generally accustomed to spending great chunks of time alone? 


A: You may rely on it 
(*wanna see for yourself? Visit http://8ball.federated.com) 


PTS IS ARE aay 


SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...Jodee Rubins, managing editor of the New England Review, and poet, 
essayist and translator Christopher Merrill. PEK 
Now — 


NO u ME Lol... 


Loar KITTY. 


uah his dreams 
yee of Joe) y 


Derwitive. THE kity- 
al LitteR Scene cRosseo 
awe E 

sa Vy tor 


cATalenic 
by Much SuokleR. WHY DID 
me You teLL (+ FRom He 


Sx 

bs Mases Point sp view?” ~ ff 

the workshop did nof —— 
go well. 


He was crushed. 





INCREDIBLY SHORT STORY CONTEST #2— 
(Write a story in 75 words (or fewer), that uses the following last line, and put it in the CRUMB box by 
Tuesday at lunch) (General fabulosity will follow.) 

last line : Thirteen inches? 


hay p 
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THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION. . .yadda 
yadda yadda for THE CRUMB. (Giant buckets of thanks to Peter 
Newton for the masthead, Grace Martin for “Harry Potter”(—next 
time in black and white, Grace, it xeroxes better), Victoria Polk- 
Lotito for the Saturday night revelers and Daniel Wallace for Loaf 
Kitty, official mascot of THE CRUMB). If you like to dribble, 
drawl, cartoon, collect oddities or overhear funny things, please 
contribute to THE CRUMB. 


& here's a little taste of today’s readings... 
from Leave it to Me 
by Bharati Mukherjee 


Frankie Fong was my first mature lover, the first one I didn’t need to get drunk to do it with, my first older-but-shorter 
man, my first non-Italian, non-classsmate hunk, but that doesn’t explain mesmerism. I didn’t want to manipulate him, like 


poor old Wyatt. I was putty for him. The charm of Frankie Fong started out as the charm of foreignness, of a continent I 
couldn’t claim but which threatened to claim me. It ended up the opposite. 


from ‘*Chefs” S Baby- 
by Craig Arnold : i 
ee 
What I remember most is what he did to the couple 
who sent his best pasta back to the kitchen, 


pronouncing it “too thin.” capers and kalamata 
olives tossed with squid-ink angelhair, 


salty, he used to say, as sweat on a black man’s cock. 
He said this often, not only to shock 


—Food should be made with love, and love to him was sweat, 


OLILOT-W7 Og YIYAN 


saliva, tears... 


oof KirTy 


(conTivEd.-. Y 


THen He Rememperep wHat 
| tis TeackeR Saip one pay: 
There 15 only one Response 
To tHose WwHo Woulo ConspiRe 
To keeP You From wfiting: 


TomoRROW: Love? 
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au 
for this, Tuesday the seventeenth of August, 1999 


today's schedule... 


9am lecture: Ed Hirsch Little Theater 
“The Duende” 
9:30-12ish hike Christopher Merrill meet on porch of Inn 
« 10:10-11:10 presentation Amy Holman Little Theater 
re: publishing Poetry & Creative Nonfiction 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: Fiction check front of your packet 
els rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. lunch 
2:30-3:30pm. craft classes (poetry & fiction) see below for locations 
4:15 reading Carl Phillips & Little Theater 
Samantha Gillison 
reception & book signing back Lawn by Larch 
dinner 
sign-up for Morse hike posted Front Desk 
reading Andrea Barrett Little Theater 
Danzy Senna 
reading Contributors Little Theater 


VO. {Hlse ox (overs 
WHERE ARE TODAY'S CRAFTY CRAFT CLASSES? Bloom: Barn 3; Eakins: Barn West; 
Norman: Barn 2; Parini: Barn 1; Shapiro: Barn 6; Tobin: Barn 4; Vazirani: Barn 5. 
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SIGN-UP FOR THE MORSE HIKE will be available after dinner. The hike will leave from the 
front of the Inn at 8:30am but anyone going is invited to join Sue Morse for breakfast at 7:30am. 
An articulate, compelling eee of said hike is waiting patiently in your Blue Parlor Packet. 


should you care to investigate.. 
PUBLISHING? 1999 Best American Poetry contributor, Amy Holman, author of Poets & YN = 


Writers’ “Tough Love Guide to Publishing” column, is giving a presentation today about 
submitting poetry and creative nonfiction to magazines. If you plan to meet with Amy one-on-one 
it is vital that you attend this presentation. Even if you don’t have an individual meeting, it may be 
very valuable to attend. 





UM, COULD YOU PLEASE MAKE IT OUT TO “MY LUSCIOUS SWEETIE?” Whatever 
you want. At 5:30 today there’s a reception slash book signing in the Larch Well. Lawn-wise, that 
means out by the book store entrance. We at THE CRUMB predict reception-esque treats, 
receptive folks and plenty of pen-borrowing. For your convenience, the bookstore will be open 
until 6:30. 


SO YOU CAN REMEMBER THE LITTLE THEATER IN THE COMFORT OF YOUR 


OWN HOME... video and audiotapes of most readings and lectures are available for purchase ($5 
for audio; $8 for video). Order forms are in a box on the Copy Center counter. You may pay by 
cash, check, or credit card. Please note that the last day to order tapes is October 1, 1999. 


YOU'RE GOING SO SOON? It’s true, unfortunately. Soon enough, anyway that we need to 
start thinking about it, so get your butt to the Front Desk and confirm your departure plans with 
them. Like now. Seriously. Tuck THE CRUMB under your arm and trot on over there. We 
need to know by tonight. Taxi time and $$$ requests will be posted later in the week. 


SPEAKING OF DEPARTURE..(and this is the ONLY time you’ll see this in the CRUMB. After 
the following plea for help, any further pleas for rides should be posted on the bulletin board 
outside the cafeteria)... Jennifer Tonge is looking for a ride to Boston on Sunday and she’ll buy 
gas and food in exchange for transportation... 


SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...agent Kit Ward, author Lawrence Schimel. 


(THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION... yadda yadda yadda CRUMB. (Thanks to 
1998 fellow, Judy Budnitz’s, mailed-in contribution “7 evil dwarves”; Daniel Wallace’s much- 
adored LOAF KITTY; Mimi Bain’s doodles, and whoever left that cool Gilmore cartoon--?) If you 
like to dribble, drawl, yadda yadda, yadda CRUMB.) 
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ICE-STATION GILMORE 


MNSTEZIOUS RADIO TRANSMISSIONS 
FROM 


from “The Mother of the Bride” ; | 


by Samantha Gillison 


Charlotte Neal had three daughters, all of whom grew up plain and unhappy. Charlotte herself was so 
beautiful that as a young woman she was often mistaken for Jackie Kennedy. She had the same broad cheekbones 
and dark hair, wide-set eyes and people in Minneapolis who had met the First Lady said that actually, Charlotte was 
more lovely in person. Her husband, who was from one of the poorest of the richest families in the Twin Cities, 
was enthralled by her, and after they’d been married for five years bought her a huge, stone house on Lake of the 
Isles. 


from The Voyage of the Narwhal 
by Andrea Barrett 





“He’d lost the glorious collection of specimens he and Dr. Boerhaave had made together: all the birds and insects and 
flowers and ferns, the skins and scales and fossils and bones—gone, gone, gone. And with them his hope of writing 
a natural history of the arctic....Next to his head was the skin of the ship, a wall of wood; and beyond that waves, 
water, wind, creatures flying and swimming and breathing, the world spinning and stars whirling around the fixed 
pole to the north. Years from now, so much later, he would remember wanting to punch through that wall and dive 
into the waiting water. 


from Caucasia 
by Danzy Senna 


A long time ago I disappeared. One day I was here, the next I was gone. It happened as quick as all that. 
One day I was playing schoolgirl games with my sister and friends in a Roxbury playground. The next I was 
nobody, just a body without a name or a history, sitting beside my mother in the front seat of our car, moving 
forward on the highway, not stopping. 

(And when I stopped being nobody, I would become white—white as my skin, hair, bones allowed. My 
body would fill in the blanks, and I would let it speak for me.) 
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THAT OLD INCREDIBLY SHORT STORY CONTEST #2— 
(Write a story in 75 words (or fewer), that uses the following last line, and put it in the CRUMB box by 
today at lunch) (General fabulosity will follow.) last line : Thirteen inches? 


LA LA LA. Bread Loaf Singers, you have rehearsal at 12:15 but then you also should gather 
today at 5:45 on the Larch Porch. La la la. 


FRIEND OF BILL? 12-steppers, there’s an Open Meeting each morning at 7am in Barn 6. 


OVERHEARD BY THE INN FIREPLACE: 
“Let’s get together—we can talk about your big fish.” 


OVERHEARD AT TREMAN: 
“But I saw him dip her.” 


OVERHEARD IN WORKSHOP: 
“It seems you just go flying past the hysterectomy—’” 


& 


“the month I spent at Bread Loaf last week...” 


OVERHEARD AT LUNCH: 
“T’m like a genie in a bottle, baby. You’ve got to rub me the right way... 
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& here's a little taste of today’s readings... 


from “Would-Be Everlasting” 
by Carl Phillips 


They’ ve a saying there for the heartsick. They say: However fair still to look at, he bears a 
thorn in his throat. They believe the throat is a sieve woven of wounds both incurred and 
escaped from. By this logic all speech becomes, unsparingly, remembrance: we sing, and 


we are betrayed....How much 
was true? Not native to it, how much has from that country been my own 
rough translation? 
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for this, Wednesday the 18th of August, 1999 que 


today's schedule... 


9am lecture Thomas Mallon Little Theater 
“Photography and Historical Fiction” 
9:30 -12ish hike C. Merrill Front of the Inn i 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: check front of your packet Za 
Poetry & Nonfiction J 
12:15 rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers 
lpm. lunch 
2:30-3:30p.m. special presentation Lawrence Schimel 
Gay/Lesbian Publishing 
4:15pm reading Helena Viramontes Little Theater 
Forrest Hamer 
5:30 special event Andrew Marks on Barn West 
“The Rabbi and the Poet” - 
5:30 slide show Sue Morse 2™ floor library(apple cellar entrance) 
6:30 dinner 
7:30 signup for Texas Falls Outing Front Desk 
8:15 reading Toi Derricotte Little Theater 
Susan Brind Morrow 
9:30 coffee & dessert Bam 
10:15 reading Contributors Little Theater 


Yadaa, yadda, ya-da-da... 


OH THE FOLTAGE...the grass, the sky. It’s still a little overwhelming, huh?...all this beauty, and here’s 
that second shot at being more overwhelmed: if you couldn’t make it to the last Texas Falls Outing 
because of your pesky workshop, then tomorrow just might be your day. You can sign up for 
tomorrow’s lunch outing to Texas Falls (1 1am-2pm) at the Front Desk after dinner tonight 


VERMONT SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA at Bread Loaf? It’s true. Tomorrow night in the Little Theater at 
8:15pm we’ll have a little musical interlude from all this reading, and the best thing is: it’s free! 


IT’S TIME TO TOSS THAT THING AROUND..that pigskin thing. A pick-up football game (Bread 
Loaf Rules: 2-hand touch) will commence at 3:30pm (is it still pick-up if you announce it?). Everyone’s 
invited—just meet in the field across from Larch. 


BOOKS FOR SALE...the Ilsley Public Library in Middlebury will have its summer book sale on Thursday 
and Friday from 10am-6pm, and Saturday from 10am-4pm. Paperbacks will be 50¢ and hardcovers will be 
$1. Saturday is half-price day. The library is on Main Street, opposite Cannon Park and the Shelburne 
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WIGGLE, SHIMMY, SHAKE...and stuff. Bellydancing class has been scheduled for Friday, August 
20" from 2:30-3: 30pm i in Barn West. Arrive dressed for a work-out. 


MFA IN ABSENTIA..it’s true, it’s an option. On Thursday, August 19" in the Blue Parlor at 1:45pm 
Ellen Bryant Voigt will discuss the Warren Wilson low residency MFA program. The discussion will 
last about 30 minutes. Those interested in the program are urged to take a quick lunch and attend, as 
materials will be distributed. 


DOES ANYBODY READ THIS RAG? It’s late. Dr. Crumb is getting terrorized by some god-awful 
monster of a mosquito and, well, the question rears its ugly head. Are you just thumbing through, 
skipping to Loaf Kitty, picking out the highlights and going your way? Because I’m thinking of you. 
Right now, as weird as it may sound, I’m carefully considering your best interests,and hoping I’ ve 
sautéed this information to its tastiest. Just for you. Just because Dr. Crumb cares. 


SEE THE PRETTY TREE...Everyone’s invited to a slide show today at 5:30pm on the 2™ floor of the 
library (apple cellar entrance) given by nationally known wildlife photographer, Sue Morse. Then, on 
Thursday, folks going on her hike are invited to join her for breakfast at 7:30am (the hike’s at 8:30am). 


BREADGATE... Jeez, we admit it. We’ve been taping faculty lectures and faculty/fellow readings. Copies 
of some of the tapes (both audio and visual) are available at cost. Carol Knauss has a list of what we’ ve got 
and order forms are in the office waiting for you to wander by. We’ll take orders through October 1 
only—shipment is expected in early January and payment is due upon ordering. 


SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...Knopf editor Jordan Pavlin; pipe-maker and author Andrew Marks; 
wildlife expert Sue Morse; and W.W. Norton editor Alane Mason. 


THE RABBI & THE POET ...”is an account of the friendship between Rabbi Victor Reichert (a longtime 
summer resident of Ripton) and Robert Frost and includes a sermon, hitherto unpublished, that Frost 
delivered at Rabbi Reichert’s temple in Cincinnati in 1941.” Come hear Andrew Marks tell you all about it 
in Barn West today at 5:30pm. 


OUR FAVORITE SPELL-CHECK FACULTY & FELLOWS (didn't make these up--the computer did): Ellen 
Bryant Violet; Helena Varmints; Forrest Hater; Jump Lahore; Thomas Malign; Patricia Humph; Alan 
Shopper; Patricia Weakens; Margot Lively; Dan Toxin; Retina Varian; Dandy Scene. 


THE WINNER OF THE INCREDIBLY SHORT STORY CONTEST #2... 


is Peter G. Thornell* with the following entry: 

Kelly dreamed of a man who could make love like Nate Rosenfield cut meat. She loved to watch his 
shoulders find just the right rhythm for slicing. She liked her meat almost transparent, laying each slice 
across her hand like a veil before burying them into a pita, slathered with horseradish. Nate once cut a whole 
side of beef into shavings, inching the pile higher and higher on the tremulous scale. Ten, twelve, thirteen 


*see Dr. Crumb for your valuable prize.. 
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And They turned off the fight. 





VoruME Fw eF 
» OAF CONTINVED... 
(THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION... 


Blah blah blah CRUMB. (Thanks to Daniel 
Wallace’s much-adored LOAF KITTY, Norton 
Girault’s tired guy, and Pilar Rodriguez’s amazing 
creatures) If you like to dribble, drawl, blah, blah 
CRUMB.) 


OVERHEARD IN THE DINING HALL: 
“Td like to go someplace where they have blood 
sausage—and not Bosnia...’” 


OVERHEARD IN THE LOBBY: 
“I always like to hear 11-year-olds say ‘shit.’” 





But SMeTtHING WAS WRonG: 
LoaF Kitty's Reading was Less THan 
24 thouRS Away, AND It was ALL 
He cou THINK ABosT 


yest Jie here. s 
OVERHEARD IN WORKSHOP: - 





“You know, oysters are aphrodisiacs—and you 
write that you stop at the “Oyster Bar” before 
seeing your father. I’m reading from that that you 
want to sleep with your father...” 


&... 

“Occasionally you meet someone pushing 40 o BE 

who has both their parents and they start talking CONTINVED.... 
about grandparents and you think: my goodness, 

life has yet to mug this person...” 














& here's a little taste of today’s readings... 


from Their Dogs Came With Them 
by Helena Viramontes 


Luis Lil Lizard stuffed pillows under his t-shirt and above his shoulders. He hung his arms with ape-ish 
awkwardness and acted like Quasimoto, like the hunchback Zumaya himself, and they laughed until they had to pee 
behind the Zumaya toolshed. Turtle peed like a man, standing up, legs apart, and peed in the darkness like her 
brother who stained the plywood of the toolshed. Them two stayed awake until it was so dark, they couldn’t see the 
front of their hands, until their eyelids hung heavy and the nighttime noises became exaggerated and sirens sounded 
like the long arm of la llorona wailing for her lost children and they scared themselves with ghost stories and slept 
so close together they became one instead of two. 


“The Tuning” 
by Forrest Hamer 


Or say the instrument was a body, a dark one, 
his own, this body becoming improbable, 
bargained away into almost nothing, breathing 
alone and finally beginning 


to die all over again, skin liquid and fine. 


from The Black Notebook 
by Toi Derricotte 


Twenty years to finish such a short book! Ten thousand revisions, several hundred thousand pages, 
exclusions, most destroyed, some put away. It’s never right. Never does it say enough. Never does it say it in the 
right way. Never does it seem perfectly defensible as art, as truth, as solution, as anything. Never is it the right 
time. Never is it the right language. Never is it the right shape. Something is always incomplete, not said 
delicately enough, not with the right inflection. I haven’t been “cured.” I’m too light-skinned, too privileged for my 
suffering to have merit. I’m not a real “black” person. I’m too much of a victim. I don’t offer hope. I say the 
same thing over. The problems I write about don’t exist anymore, Most of the time I left emotion out, I clung to 
facts—perhaps like a victim who distrusts her own story. I had to prove myself entitled to be believed. I had to 
prove myself and incontestable witness. 


from The Names of Things 
by Susan Brind Morrow 


You could keep some remnant of it, a talisman that would become rare and fine, 
worn over time into something familiar. It would naturally become more thin and precious 
the more the air wore it out, like the bones of a saint. After all, it was only an object in the 
physical world, not something more potent, like something in the mind: memory. But the 
original, the thing itself, would never come back. It had passed away from the world. You 
could conjure it, though, the emotion that kept it alive inside you with a trigger: an image, a 
smell, a combination of sounds that formed it into a picture that stayed in your mind. That 
was the life of the thing after it died. The only thing that could bring it back. This is what a 


s NEIL 





z \-\- ened 
yor S DEN A R 


today's schedule... ee | © T 


8:30am hike departs Sue Morse meet on porch of Inn 
9am lecture Carl Phillips Little Theater 
“True Confession: The Lessons of George Herbert” 

llam depart Texas Falls Outing front steps of the Inn 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: Fiction check front of your packet 
12:15 rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. lunch 
1:45pm MFA discussion Ellen Bryant Voigt Blue Parlor 
2:30-3:30pm. craft classes (all genres) see below for locations 
4:15 reading Jennifer Egan Little Theater 

James Longenbach 

Patricia Eakins 
5:30 reading Contributors Little Theater 
6:30pm dinner 
8:15 Musicale Vermont Symphony Trio Little Theater | 
9:30 coffee/dessert 


10:15 reading Contributors Little Theater ` 


Just spit it out, will ya.... 


TODAY'S CRAFTY CRAFT CLASSES? Chang: Barn 1; Lahiri: Barn 2; Lowenthal: Barn 3; 

Parini: Barn 4; Patterson: Barn 5; Blaise: Barn 6. ate 
MFA IN ABSENTIA...it’s true, it’s an option. On Thursday, August 19" in the Blue Parlor at 
1:45pm Ellen Bryant Voigt will discuss the Warren Wilson low residency MFA program. The 
discussion will last about 30 minutes. Those interested in the program are urged to take a quick 
lunch and attend, as materials will be distributed. 


JUST TO WHET YOUR WHISTLE...we’re working on...can you stand it?...the possibility of 
Loaf Kitty T-shirts!!! The deal will be some variation of the following: we will put an order form 
in your box (when we know more poop) and if you are interested in buying a shirt you’ll need to 
return the form and $$$ before the end of the conference. Since we don’t have numbers, etc. yet, 
this is just a little teaser, but be scrounging the change from the back of your car, collecting bottles 
and preparing yourself. What better to wear when welcoming the millennium? 





DON'T MESS WITH TEXAS Falls, but have a lovely time there. If you signed up for the van & 
box lunch/Texas Falls Outing, please remember to meet on the front porch of the Inn by 11:00. 


SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...Elizabeth Sheinkman, literary agent; David Baker, poetry editor 
of The Kenyon Review; Esmond Harmsworth, literary agent; and Will Allison, executive editor of 
Story 


AY 





o Loar KITTY? 


It was the worst of times for Loaf Oh my God l 

kitty, until... V's my instevctor, 
Richard Bausch, and 
the fellow too! 





YOU'RE ALL SO WEB-SAVVY that this should be no problem at all: if you’re interested in 
Shirley Hazzard’s Transit of Venus (or the forthcoming Greene in Capri, for that matter) you 
should try www.amazon.com or www.powells.com or www.bn.com. 





FICTION WRITERS GROUP FORMING in the Boston/Newton area. If you’re interested in 

grouping you can hunt down Pauline Briere or leave a note in her box. ANYONE ELSE 

INTERESTED IN FORMING A WRITER’S GROUP is encouraged (Strongly. Profoundly.) to 

use the bulletin board outside the dining hall as a platform for communication. = 








SEND IT AWAY, WILL YA? Well, like many things here on the mountain, that takes a little 
know-how, so know this: if you want to ship some stuff home (man, those books are heavy), you 

need to have UPS packages ready to go NO LATER THAN FRIDAY at NOON. If you want to a: 
send it U.S. mail, it must be ready to go no later than NOON on SATURDAY and it must weigh 

LESS THAN 30 POUNDS! 


WELL, YOU'RE OFF TOO...and your taxi info will be posted Thursday evening. Payment and 
confirmation are ther, due by Friday evening. 
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MUSICALE in the Little Theater. Vermont Symphony Orchestra. 8:15pm. A little pallette- 
cleansing break from all the verbage, just to keep you fresh and ready... 


(THERE'S STILL THIS OLD TRADITION... ladidadi CRUMB. (Thanks to the amazing Nils 
Johnson for his Little Theater portraits, to Daniel Wallace for LOAF KITTY, to Nate Coppess for 


Batman.) If you like to dribble, drawl, buddle, muddle CRUMB.) Vg ee ao. 


OVERHEARD ON THE LAWN: 
“Light in August is the best novel I’ve ever written.” 














OVERHEARD IN THE LOBBY: 
“There’s just no room in this world for pants like 
































































































































from “Forty Minute Lunch” 
by Jennifer Egan 


& here’s a little taste of today’s readings... ket | ove 


Because Kitty is so young and well nourished, so sheltered from the gratuitous cruelty of others, so 
unaware, as yet that she will reach middle age and eventually die (possibly alone); because she has not yet 
disappointed herself, merely startled herself and the world with her own premature accomplishments, Kitty’ s 
skin—that smooth, plump, sweetly fragrant sac upon which life scrawls the record of our failures and exhaustion—is 
perfect. And by “perfect” I mean that nothing hangs or sags or snaps or wrinkles or ripples or bunches—I mean that 
her skin is like the skin of a leaf, except it’s not green. I can’t imagine such skin having an unpleasant odor or 
texture or taste—ever being, for example (it is frankly inconceivable) even mildly eczematous. 
































from “Threshold of the Visible World”. 
by James Longenbach 







































































Hands reached down to fold her body ` 
In a golden shawl, mushroom odor 
Of death in the air as they rolled 
























































The final pinch of crumbs together 
With their own saliva in a ball 
And pressed it gently to her lips. 


























Wingbeats, minnows of light in the shoals. 
She broke the surface. But she wept to know 
The undeniable existence of the stars. 
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from The Marvelous Adventures of Pierre Baptiste 

by Patricia Eakins 

“The heir had ripped her petticoat—‘very new, of very good stuff, and the crewel work from my very own 
hands’—ripped her bodice, ripped her chemise to tiny bits. Tsk! Tsk! Tsk! How could she ‘scape him? Was she to 
go naked in a poor, rough street of cut-purse lurkers and randy oglers? He had already let down his falls and stood 
with the ram aimed at the citadel door and priest-hole behind. ‘Nay, the warcraft is antique, yet so he said, sirs, 





” 


“citadel door and priest-hole behind.” And what could she, poor citadel, do?.... 





VS Wen qa ‘the Crumb “or else 


penultimate ; l Jų bite yourdamn leg. 
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Friday, August 20, 1999 


Dr. Crumb has a confession: on this, the penultimate eve of CRUMB-dom, true obsession must be revealed. You see, Dr. Crumb is moving 
next month and was launched (before coming to Bread Loaf to be, um, rescued from such inanity...ha!) into a frivolous frenzy of 
reading....(sigh...) decorating magazines. It’s true. And thus, you suffer... 


The bread loaf home decorating schedule. . .(do not panic, real schedule follows) 


9am lecture Don DeLillo Little Theater 
“On Soundproofing: No Noise in Any Color” 
10-12 Workshop: C. Phillips; A. Barrett Barn | 
“National Book Award Winning Kitchen Cabinets” 
12:15 rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. Costume Lunch (come as your favorite fixture) 
2-3p.m. Craft Classes: 
Recycling Rejection: Will Allison Barn | 
Decoupage for the Working Writer 
Minimalist Aesthetic: Loaf Kitty Barn 2 
How to Dress Your Living Room in Black & White 
Decorating One’s Own Room Virginia Woolf Barn 4 
2:30pm lecture Charlotte Perkins Gilman Little Theater 
“Paint Instead!” 
4:00pm Tamarack Outing departs Jordan Pavlin Front Porch of Inn 
(to explore the glory of the “porch” in literature: can one wake up “porch-less?” What role does the “porch” play in publishing today? 
warning: will include: explicit "Gilmore” references.) 
4:15pm lecture Richard Bausch Little Theater 
“Shakespeare’s Bedroom or Fuck Pastels!” 
“The Poet and the Palate” Michael Collier Little Theater 
6:45 Costume dinner (come as your favorite linen) 
8:15 discussion: V.C. Andrews Little Theater 
“Gardening Inside the House” 


9:30 All Conference Debate Poet Bathrooms vs. Prose Bathrooms Little Theater 
TOO e eee eee eee eee ee eee eee eee eee eee eee RR 
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TemoRROW: THe. Reaping, anp 
we SAY Goop-BYe. 


OKs ANYWAY «eve 


today's real schedule... 





9am lecture James Longenbach Little Theater 
“Life is But a Dream: Disjunction in Poetry” 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: check front of your packet 
Poetry & Nonfiction 
10:10 reading Contributors Little Theater 
2S rehearsal - Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. lunch 
2:30-3:30p.m. craft class in poetry David Baker Barn 1 
2:30pm STORY presentation Will Allison Little Theater 
4:15pm Bakeless reading Daniel Tobin Little Theater 
Judy Doenges 
Chris Forhan 
S0 Gala Reception Treman Lawn 
& Hayride (rain---> barn) & Meadow 
***6:45*** dinner 
8:15 reading C.E. Poverman Little Theater 
M. Wyrebek 
9:30 reading other 1/2 of waiters Little Theater 


Ooooooooh... 


I JUST LOVE THE WAY YOU CARRIED MY CASHEW CHILI.. .the other 1/2 of our amazing 
waiters will wow you in the theater at 9:30pm tonight. Stay awake and let them show you why they’re 
really here. 


SALE ON BOOKS: Beginning today almost everything in the bookstore is 20% off. 


& SPEAKING OF GREAT DEALS: Samples of various journals (AGNI, Sonora Review, New England 
Review, etc.) are available in the library for free on a first come first serve basis. 


EVEN YET STILL MORE BOOKS ON SALE..the Ilsley Public Library in Middlebury will have its 
summer book sale on Thursday and Friday from 10am-6pm, and Saturday from 10am-4pm. Paperbacks 
will be 50¢ and hardcovers will be $1. Saturday is half-price day. The library is on Main Street, opposite 
Cannon Park and the Shelburne Museum. 





OH & WHOOPS, WE MEANT TO TELL YOU...those things we got wrong in the contact list, well, 


we’ ve corrected them and there’s an addendum which you may pick up at the Front Desk (not the office) 
before you leave. 


YOU SHOULD BAKE LESS at 4:15 today hear all three winners of the Katherine Bakeless Award... 


GIVE IT BACK: Jeez. Please remember to return any checked-out library books before you leave the 
conference. Like by Saturday. Please. i 


LOAF KITTY T-SHIRTS.. Here’s the deal: there should be a LOAF KITTY T-Shirt Order 
Form 


MORE FOOTBALL! Back by popular demand, it’s the Bread Loaf Tackle and Touch, a second Touch 
Football game out on the field across from Larch at 3:30 today....everyone’s welcome. 


SO, WAS IT GOOD FOR YOU? Please return those evaluations to the office as soon as possible. 


OK. MANNERS, Y'ALL: anyone not planning on making a Saturday/Friday agent/editor meeting 
please inform the office immediately... 


CAVE CANEM: Those interested in the Historic First Workshop for African American Poets are 
invited to meet today at 1:45pm in the Blue Parlor. (Take a quick lunch & attend). 


IF YOU PLAN TO SPROUT WINGS. ..and fly away, please remember to pay for your taxi by 
10am Friday. In case you haven't noticed, there’s this huge white board with taxi times and names 
and all sorts of interesting, pertinent information stationed just far enough away from the front 
desk that you could trip over it. Don’t. Read it instead. 


TIP: the waiters. Tip the waiters. Tip the waiters well. $$ for the waiters can be dropped off at the 
front desk (where they take checks, have change and big envelopes with which to collect your dough) BY 
SATURDAY NIGHT. Tips for housekeeping should be dropped off there as well, though you can even 
do that on Sunday. Please, please, please when tipping the housekeeping staff (who have worked very 
hard to keep you in fresh towels and clean buildings) specify your room and building... 


SO, WHO JUST GOT HERE?...Brian Tart, editor in chief of Dutton; . 


INNIE OR OUTIE? The Belly Dancing workshop has been CANCELLED (& Clark Blaise’s craft 
class was cancelled). 


WE JUST TO LIKE TO SWITCHEROO AROUND HERE... 
Saturday’s snack bar hours will be 7:30am-Spm.. 


Ue 
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& here's a little taste of today’s readings... 


“The Chosen” 

by Daniel Tobin 
“And Jacob was left alone; and there wrestled 
aman with him until the breaking of the day.” 


Dead sleep. Then light. My limbs 
pulsing as if for battle. 

Was he angel, man or sphinx? 
Wings beating deafened me. 


I caught him by the heel, 

dragged him down to earth: his robes 
waves drenched in light, 

his face pure light, obliterated. 


Nightlong we wrestled, his touch 

a sword through flesh, 

until day broke on my stone pillow. 

I rose then, my name became my dream. 


from “God of Gods” in What She Left Me 
by Judy Doenges 


Odin tried to look restless when the subject of women came up, restless 
or impatient, as if he had no time for such trivialities. The alternative posture 
would require his real feelings—fear and embarrassment at the fact that women 
were not for him at all. He had a secret, one that would bring trouble and blame 
upon him, though he’d done little to deserve either. I’m a man in love with men 
and that’s no calamity, Odin thought in his better moments. And what had he 
really done about it, after all? He’d dreamed of one man, still unfound, and he’d 
wandered, looking, as anyone would. 
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from “O.K. Fine” 
by Chris Forhan 








We're plenty astonished. Summer’s come, shuffling in 





like a laid-off textile worker. Radio towers 
rise like pines through the mist behind 
the convenience store. Its white sign 











stutters on as dawn arrives, tipping 
its lavender hat, settling on each pelican 
lawn ornament and pink garden frog. 








from “Deer Season” Pe en 
by C.E. Poverman A 

They were still arguing. It started three days ago 
when she’d come onto his place, stamping the snow off her 
cowboy boots outside the door, and found Kurt cleaning his 
rifle. She froze at the sight of the thirty-thirty, declared she 
hated guns, had no idea he owned one, doubted she could have 
been seeing a man who kept a gun. 

He laughed. She wasn’t joking. He said, “Well, 
then, it’s been a good test for your preconceptions about 
people, because you’ ve been seeing me for six months and it’s 
been whatever it’s been between us and the rifle’s been in the 
closet the whole time.” 

She said he’d kept it from her and she’d have to 
reconsider everything, everything in light of this. 






































“Instructions for Survival” 
by M. Wyrebek 





If the phone rings at a time 
just when you’re passing it, answer it. 
Otherwise, let it ring. You are in pain 


and have no words but the ones 
pain greets you with each morning: 
hello, hello, hello. 
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the Unapologetically un-funny 


(good-bye) CRUMB 


for Saturday, August 21, 1999 
today's schedule... 


9am lecture Toi Derricotte Little Theater 
“Writing the Black Notebooks: Transforming Buried Memories into Art” 
10:10-12:10 Workshops: Fiction by now, you know where, right? 
12:15 rehearsal Bread Loaf Singers Little Theater stage 
lpm. lunch 
2:30 Kenyon Review David Baker Little Theater 
presentation 
4:15 reading Percival Everett Little Theater 
Matt Bloom 
6:30pm Farewell Banquet Dining Room 
8:15 reading Ellen Bryant Voigt Little Theater 
Lan Samantha Chang 
9:30ish slide show Little Theater 
10ish DANCE IT ALL AWAY... Barn 
10:00 sharp board games Blue Parlor 


And another thing... 


A BIG FAT FURRY BUCKET OF THANKS... On behalf of Dr. CRUMB and the entire 
staff—production, circulation, advertising, copy, research, and editorial— we offer chunky, loud 
thanks to DANIEL WALLACE, NILS JOHNSON, PETER NEWTON, PILAR RODRIGUEZ, ISABEL & 
NAT SHAPIRO, C.M. LUKYEN, NORTON GIRAULT, TERRY WILLIAMS, JUDY BUDNITZ, MIMI 
BAIN, EMMA NORMAN, MAGGIE & AMANDA BAUSCH, and all the other folks who donated art, 


eavesdropped or otherwise contributed to this summer’s barrel of CRUMB. 


SATURDAY'S SNACK BAR will be open from 7:30am-Spm...& the BOOKSTORE will be open 
from 7:30am-3pm and after the Saturday evening reading for 1/2hr. 


THAT ELUSIVE MFA...can be yours. More Warren Wilson Program brochures are 
available—ask at the front desk. 


HAVE YOU SEEN...a green fleece Patagonia zip jacket? If so, please return it to the Front Desk 
so it can be claimed by its (lonely) owter. 


TL hunderous app lavse 
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LOAF KITTY T-SHIRTS...are order-able...until tonight. If you want one, please return your 
form (& moolah) to the Front Desk BEFORE DINNER... 


HOW'D WE DO? Please return those evaluations to the office as soon as possible. 


MONEY, TRAVEL, & GOOD LOOKS. ..Meaning, pick up your photos if you ordered them, be 
sure that you left a deposit for a taxi if you needed to, and be prompt in meeting the taxi when it 
comes for you. That’s all. 


SERGEANT MAJOR KNAUSS EXPLAINS IT ALL TO YOU...Tips from the home office: 
1) set your alarm clock for tomorrow—if you miss your taxi, you’re responsible for your own 
transportation; 2) check under your bed, in the nooks and crannies of that closet and in the 
dressers. Then check again. The Sgt. would like to make it clear that when you call to inquire after 
the well-being of your wayward possessions, abandoned in lonely drawers or closets, she plans to 
say, “I told you so.” 


(DID WE MENTION...? Tip the waiters. Tip the housekeeping staff. Karma is a boomerang, baby.) 


AL HUDGINS: Director of the Bread Loaf Singers wants to thank the group for taking the time 
out each day to work on music: First Sopranos Lois Du Lac, Helena Estes, Greta holt, and Sylvia 
Staub; Second Sopranos Kate Adams, Samantha Chang, Anne Curtin, Christina Davis, Carol 
Knauss, and Tracy Youngblom; Altos Mimi Bain, Carla Cantrelle, Christine Casson, Miranda 
Daniloff, Shirley Keran, Donelle Ruwe, Susan Schmidt, and Pamela Wescott; Tenors Liz Conn, 
Caitlin Rother, and Bill Rudolph; Baritones Lyle Glazier and David Regenspan; Basses Nils 
Johnson and Rob McKean. The Singers will offer their final performance tonight at 8:15, before 
the reading. 
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& here's a little taste of a few of today’s readings... 3 


from Glyph 
by Percival Everett 


Pink and white oleanders lined the long drive; the rain that was falling heavily during most of the trip along the 
highway was now a drizzle. The wipers of the car struck a sick, intermittent cadence, hard to count and unsettling as 
I contemplated just how far from my home I was. It didn’t matter that I was in the same state and not on the other 
side of the globe. What mattered was that my mother didn’t know where I was. What mattered was that my mother 
was clinging desperately to the hope that I was still alive, a little baby in the world of bad weather, people and ideas. 
I imagined my mother wailing, sitting on the floor of the room where her child once slept, screaming unintelligible 
sounds through the night, disturbing the sympathetic neighbors, and exciting a few far-off coyotes. 


from Blue Paradise 
by Matt Bloom 


His voice softened. “Alice, I don’t know about you, but I’m not going anywhere else after this. 
Everyone, including me, has got one life whether there’s a God or not. That’s it. When I’m dead, if people say, ‘I 
remember Nick Gallagher. He was a real stand-up guy,’ I’ll be happy. That’s all I want.” 

Alice was quiet for a few moments. Then she said, “You want more than that, Nick. I know you do.” 

Nick leaned over and nipped the top of her ear. 

“You're right. I also want you to shut up.” He kissed her cheek and Alice put her head into the hollow of 
his shoulder. 

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said. “I feel better when you’re here.” 


“Prologue” from Kyrie 
by Ellen Bryant Voigt 


After the first year, weeds and scrub; 

after five, juniper and birch, 

alders filling in among the briars; 

ten more years, maples rise and thicken; 

forty years, the birches crowded out, 

a new world swarms on the floor of the hardwood forest. 
And who can tell us where there was an orchard, 

Where a swing, where the smokehouse stood? 


from Hunger 
by Lan Samantha Chang 


After I learned to count I began, belatedly, to notice things. Signs of hard luck and good fortune moved 
through our apartment like’sudden storms. A pale stripe on my father’s tanned wrist revealed where his watch had 
been. A new pair of aquamarine slippers shimmered on my mother’s feet. A beautiful collection of fourteen cacti, 
each distinct, bloomed on our fire escape for several summer months and then vanished. 
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